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THE QUEST 





Trileena Lithefoot, clad in the scant and unconfining garb of an Elve 
warrior, crept with intent stealth through the early morning fog that wound 
its way around the dark, gnarled trunks of the ancient oaks and poplars of 
the Darkling Woods. 

Her golden eyes, narrow and watchful beneath the sweep of her fiery 
hair, Trileena led the intrepid trio of adventurers deeper into the forbidding 
woods, her slender, pointed ears alert for the slightest sound of danger as she 
O Beneath her slim fingers, the catgut string of her great ash bow was 
taut and ready as she moved with the grace and silence of the mist-like moor 
Cat... 

..Tight up until she tripped over a root hidden in the thick ground-fog 
of the forest. With a startled cry, Trileena went sprawling, twisting as she fell. 
As the firm buttocks barely covered by her red loincloth made contact with the 
cold, hard ground, her fingers unintentionally released their grip on the 
feathered haft of the strung arrow. 

With a thudding twang, the slender hunting arrow hissed through the 
misty air in a rising arc. Almost too quickly for the eye to follow, the long oak 
shaft whispered through the air before meeting the rounded metal edge of 
Amanita’s polished steel breast-plate with a loud, reverberating “clang.” 

Now lagging a bare second behind the sharp-edged echoes now 
running through the woods, the deflected arrow shot off to the side. Its force 
was barely spent by the glancing blow as it continued its unexpected flight, 
until it finally stopped with a meaty “thunk” by the hard bole of a massive old 
oak. In the sudden silence that fell over the woods, the loudest sound was the 
low hum of the spent arrow as it vibrated from the force of its impact in the 
tree - barely two inches to the left of Genette’s suddenly very pale face. 

Very slowly, Genette turned her head and stared at the quivering arrow 
that lay so close at hand. With the same, slow motion, the sandy-haired mage 
turned to look at the flame-haired elf now sprawled unceremoniously on the 
ground, ash bow still in hand. 

“I’m starting to see why the High Council is pushing the King so hard to 


ved. 


















Control law...” Genette said to nobody in particular. Though her 
-and voice were admirably - almost eerily - calm and controlled, hei 
had gone so pale that it reflected back the forest green of her cloak’s 
, giving her an almost Gnomic cast. 

“By Norwrath’s left testicle!” Amanita swore vehemently. Her fair face 
turned almost as red as Trileena’s hair as she fingered the nick in her highly- 
polished armor. “Put that thing away before you kill somebody!” 

“Sorry...” the slender elf said, contritely, as she pushed herself off the 
ground and slung the bow. “The mist was... | didn’t see the root, and...” 

“Oh, don’t be sorry...” Amanita said, her focused personality driving her 
bitter mockery. “Why, what a feat of arms! You almost managed to kill both 

ur companions with a single arrow!” 

“It was an accident...” Genette said, color slowly returning to her face as 
he took up a position that was all-to familiar - between her two friends, 
sflecting Amanita’s easily-aroused wrath from her Elven friend’s sensitive ego. 
ake it easy, Amanita.” 

“Take it easy?” the golden-haired warrior demanded. “We’re out here 
trying to prove, once and for all, that women have as much of aright - as much 
of an ability - to Quest as men do. Now, little miss elf-queen here not only almost 
kills us, but lets whatever evil lurks within the Darkling Woods or the Mist Moors 
know exactly where there’s some tender treats to come nibble on. If we survive 
this, we’re going to be laughing stocks back in town. We're off to a wonderful 
start!” 

Genette sighed. Aggressiveness was, of course, a desirable trait in 
anybody trying to earn the title of warrior, all the more so when it was a woman 
who was, by tradition if not law, forbidden that very thing. Still, there were 
MMES... 

“Look...” Genette said, soothingly. “Nobody has to know about this, right? 

After all, one of the whole points of a Quest is to go off to a place where 
nobody in their right mind would go, so there’s nobody in the Gods-forsaken 
woods to tell anybody what happened, except us.” 

Taking a deep breath, Amanita let it out in a sigh, her short-fuse anger 
departing as quickly as it had come, as usual. “Okay, Genette - you're right. This 
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little mishap stays just between us...” Then she looked over at the contrite 
and a flash of anger resurfaced. “I take the lead from now on, though. | dic d 
go to the incredible trouble of convincing the blacksmith to make this...” st 
waved at her breast plate, “...for a ‘mere woman, just to fail.” 

Trileena’s golden eyes narrowed as she drew her petite frame up to what 
full height it could claim. “If you want the lead, go ahead and take it - but don’t 
think I’m any less dedicated to this than you are. | don’t want to be relegated to 
a life as a wandering bard any more than you want to end up as a barmaid 


your whole life, or Genette here as a Hearth Witch, midwifing babies and 
ing crops. We're all out here together.” 


“Okay, you're right...” Amanita said - grudgingly. She had been hesitant 
to accept the Elf to begin with, knowing full well how flighty they could be. 

Still, as renowned as Elves were for their arts, they were equally as well 
known for their archery - and, truth be told, even three adventurers was risky 
for even such a “simple” quest as traversing the Woods. Two would have been 
downright suicidal. Like her or not, trust her or not, Amanita needed Trileena. 

Which, since the barmaid and would-be warrior hated needing anybody 
at all, only made things worse. Sure, at the very least, Trileena had been 
instrumental in getting the long, slender, and amazingly light Elvish blade that 
now hung at her side, a weapon suitable for a woman in a world where 
weaponsmiths didn’t make women’s weapons - but that had simply earned 
the Elf a shot at the adventure, not leniency for mistakes made during it. Still, 
there was nothing to be done about it now... 

..except to take charge and push on. 

Wrapping ahand around the leather-bound hilt of the sword, Amanita 
squared her shoulders beneath the bulk of her gleaming armor and took up 
the position of leadership, the slender elf taking up a watchful position in the 
center while Genette brought up the rear. Alert, proud, and ready for anything, 
the three women took a step farther into the unknown dangers of the mist- 
shrouded woods... 

..and immediately came to a dead stop, bunching close together as a 
low, omni-directional chuckle echoed and whirled through the woods. 

“What was that...?” Trileena gasped, hand straying towards her bow - 













k, hard glance from the golden woman whose unprotected back 
er, quickly shifted to grip the haft of her long hunting dagger, 


“Nothing good,” Amanita said curtly, shooting glances in all directions 
as she fought to hide the swirl of fear in her gut. “More important - where was 
that?” 

Eyes going vague, Genette lifted the golden scepter she carried, her 
vaguely pretty face falling into lines of concentration as the blue orb 


surmounting her magical device slowly began to glow. oa 
Y 












After a long moment, she lowered the scepter, animation returning t 

r face in the form of an anxious expression. “I can’t tell where it’s comin 
ym,” she whispered just loudly enough to be heard. “Whatever made the 
und enhanced it magically to come from everywhere at once - and they 
\anaged to mask the source of the spell as they did so.” 

Implicit in the statement was the fact that the caster had enough power 
to successfully mask the spell - from Genette, at least. None of the three 
bothered lying to themselves about the Hearth Witch’s power, Genette herself 
least of all. When no man would consent to take on a woman as a student, you 
picked up what magic you could - and remained constantly aware that there 
were some pretty large gaps in your mystical knowledge. 

Shaking her head and forcing the unwanted thrill of fear away by an 
act of shear will-power, Amanita turned and looked at the two women huddled 
close to her. “Come on, ladies, let’s spread it out...” she snapped, striving to 
imitate a gruff-voiced drill sergeant she’d often served at the tavern. “We’re 
not going to get anywhere just standing here, and bunching up just makes us 
one big target, instead of three smaller ones.” 

Taking calming breaths, the three women nervously shuffled away from 
each other, forming back into a line of march with a few feet between them so 
that no one attack, be it bladed, ranged, or magical, could strike more than one 
of them at atime. 

For along moment, nobody moved. Each woman reached deep inside 
themselves for the motivation and determination to push on, undaunted by 
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whatever might lie ahead. 

For Amanita, it was the Quest itself that pushed her onward. She 
anger override fear as she focused on the task ahead of her - the anger at bei 
relegated to a fate as a tavern wench. Anger at being assumed to be available 
to any “heroic adventurer” with a hard manhood and a few coins. 

And anger at herself, for all those times she had almost given in to the 

gleam of gold, the long-approved method for a woman to earn enough to give 
up the drudgery of being a bar-maid. 
Behind her, Trileena’s mind was also on the gleam of gold - but she was 
ym spurning it. Indeed, she was repressing a smile as she reveled in the 
th ight of the fame and fortune that would attend her as the first female 
battle-bard. The love songs and ballads that had been the providence of female 
bards since the misty dawn of time, theirs because “one must sing of what one 
knows,” were trite and formulaic. But to be a female battle-bard, to sing of 
glorious battle, of flashing blades and flowing blood... well, actually the thought 
of it made her somewhat nauseous, but some sacrifices had to be made to 
become rich and famous, right? 

As for Genette, her mind was neither on chasing nor fighting the lure 
of gold, but on the handsome body of Leyland Broadshoulders - the type of 
man who could make the life of a Hearth Witch seem more than adequately 
rewarding if he was there to warm her bed at night. Of course, such a renowned 
and handsome man, with his pick of any woman he wanted, hardly gave a 
mere Hearth Witch like herself a second glance, much less serious consideration 
of marriage - but once she found the last rare roots and herbs in the Darkling 
Woods that she needed to finish her love spell, that would all change... 

Each once more braced by that which had motivated them to undertake 
this quest, the three women once more set forth... and had hardly taken a dozen 
slow, watchful steps when the mist suddenly began to swirl and rise about 
them. 





“Stand fast!” Genette shouted, a tinge of fear coloring her voice despite 
her best attempts to deny it. “I sense enhancement. ‘Ware the mists!” 

“Whataway the spell, Genette?” Amanita called back, the firmness of 
voice displaying more in the way of acting talent than any less actual fear. “What 














ary of?” 
a't know!” Genette shouted in frustration - not only due to her now 
bvious magical inadequacies, but because the rising, swirling mists 
aot only obscuring her view of her companions, but muffling and 
distorting her voice, making her feel all the more isolated - and afraid. “Hold 
fast, and wait...!” 

“To Tantelies with that!” Trileena shouted, her contralto made soprano 
by fear she could no longer hide. “To me, to me! We will stand back-to-back, 
and face firm whatever may come!” The ancient battle-cry, repeated omte 








ord from all the old battle-songs she’d secretly studied, was wrung from he 
more by fear than defiance - but she was too emotional to even begin to 
lize that, despite all the stories, that was usually the case. 
Whatever the cause for her to give that cry, it was enough to get the 
ther two women moving... 
..and therein lay their downfall. The instant they moved so much as an 
inch, giving up ground, the swirling mists became all-encompassing, drowning 
out sound, sight - and sense of direction. Though each woman moved less than 
three steps before realizing they were completely unable to tell where they 
were going, it was already much too late - as the enchantment of the enscorcled 
mists took effect. 
Seconds later, their job done, the bespelled mists settled back to their 
earlier, dormant state... revealing the glade where Trileena, frozen fast by fear, 
now remained completely alone. 


As the mists receded, Amanita whirled, looking for her companions... 
and, instead, found herself in an unfamiliar glade. 

But not alone. 

Standing at the edge of the glade, a tolerant smile on his lips, was a 
dark-skinned man in a long, flowing black robe, leaning casually against the 
bole of an ancient oak as he eyed the blue-eyed woman. 

“A tavern wench wearing the trappings of a warrior?” he said ina deep, 
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melodious voice full of humor. “My, how droll...” 

“The wizard of Darkling Woods...” Amanita whispered in a voice m 
raw by terror, as memory of all the stories and legends jumped to the fore 
front of her mind... 

..and then she forcibly thrust such “womanish” fears from her, her full 
lips tightening in renewed determination. In one smooth, liquid motion she 
loosed her slender blade, the Elvish metal rasping with a deadly whisper as it 
slid from its scabbard. “| am Amanita Firebrand!” she declared in as firm of a 


voice as she could muster. “I am a warrior-woman, and should you doubt it, 
forth, and meet my wrath!” 


Swinging the slender sword in rapid, hissing arc, Amanita took a stride 
forward and planted her legs in the First Stance, shoulders bunched under the 
heavy plate of her armor as she brought the sword up into loose guard. 

“Oh, come now...” the Dark Wizard chuckled, parting his robe to reveal 
a silver-bound hilt. “Though a wizard of the first rank, | have not foregone my 
studies of the manly arts - and | assure you, | can see your deficiencies without 
even having to cross blades with you.” He shrugged, hand never even straying 
near the displayed sword. “In reach alone | far outclass you.” 

“My reach is made longer by three feet of good steel!” Amanita declared 
vehemently, refusing to allow herself to be either frightened or insulted by the 
man’s casual calmness and the immense mystical powers he held, quite literally, 
in his fingertips. “Do you fear to match yourself against me, Wizard?” 

“Bold words... but hardly prudent,” the wizard said, reprovingly. He cast 
a thoughtful look at her. “Perhaps it is that ill-begotten armor that makes you 
so foolishly self-assured in the face of certain defeat. Remove that all-too-aptly- 
named breast-plate, then see if you are so eager to enter battle with me...” 

It was as ifthe man’s seemingly causal words were a blow aimed directly 
at the center of Amanita’s self-doubts and secret loathing. At his words, the 
memory of every man who'd tried to talk or buy her out of her clothes for a 
little rented pleasure flooded back to her. “Never!” she shouted, enraged - and 
ashamed at her own, disgustingly feminine, lusts. “I am a warrior, not a wench!” 

“Oh, but that isn’t true at all!” the wizard admonished, pushing away 
from the tree. “The problem you have is that you're a little bit of both, and so 
















r fowl. Well, | can fix that - by making you a lot of both...” 
t's that supposed to mean...?” Amanita asked, suspiciously, feeling 
ound painfully in her chest. 
“There’s a certain sub-class of spells I’ve not had much opportunity to 
use, since all other trespassers in my woods have been male,” the wizard said, 
quite frankly. “Therefore, your breasts are going to grow - and continue growing 
until you either make me bleed, or make me cum.” 

Amanita went deathly pale as she realized the slowly growing 
discomfort in her chest had absolutely nothing to do with her pounding vads 












“You... you vile monster!” she cried - and threw herself bodily toward: 
a, sword swinging in a wide, viscous atc... 
..that he easily stepped outside of, avoiding the clumsy and clearly 
legraphed blow as he drew his own sword, an easy smile on his narrow face. 
y not give in, before you end up too top-heavy to fight...?” he asked, circling 
light feet as she swung around to face him with an enraged snarl. 
“Never!” she vowed - even as she winced at the growing pressure behind 
a breastplate that was beginning to push itself away from her upper chest. 

With another snarl, she swung a quick strike from the side, fast but not 
too powerful... 

..and as he easily parried the blade in a ringing strike of steel-on-steel, 
she reversed her sword and pushed forward a sharp, hard thrust with all her 
weight behind it. She just barely missing skewering him as he danced back at 
the last second, forced to disengage before he could follow up on his parry and 
disarm her. 

“So - the warrior wench has practiced some...” the wizard said, a hint of 
respect coloring his voice - along with the humor. “The question is - can she 
ignore the changes going on in her body long enough to make use of any of 
Tee? 

Gritting her teeth, she forced herself to ignore the sensations in her 
chest — not only the growing pressure as more and more breast-flesh was 
amassed behind the damming wall of the metal plate, but from the steadily 
increasing mass of her swelling bust, altering her center of gravity. 
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The top edge of the breast-plate, previously flush to the white 
blouse, now stood a good two inches outward - which, without the compres 
effect of the straining leather straps holding the breastplate in place, wot 
probably mean a total of three or four inches added to her previously modest 
bust-line. “I’m going to kill you...” she promised in a low, hard voice, as she 
swirled through to a two-handed grip in the Fourth Stance. 

“No - you aren't,” the wizard said. “I'll stay ‘mundane’ long enough to 
give you chance to make me bleed, as well as cum, but we both know that, 


should the unlikely occur and my life be in danger, | will call upon magic you 
ope to counter.” 


With a scream of rage, she threw herself forward - but with a controlled 
anger funneled into the hard-won skill with a blade she'd so patiently cultivated. 
A hint of surprise registered on the wizard’s face as he parried with near 
desperation before whirling away in a blur of dark robes. 

It was barely enough - for she’d anticipated not hitting with her first 
strike, and followed it up with a series of hard, fast blows that he was hard- 
pressed to parry or evade. 

A hint of sweat actually appeared on his brow. 

She was good. 

Damned good... 

..especially since she was somehow managing to push past what must 
be near agony from the confined masses of breast flesh building behind the 
over-stressed armor she wore. The molded cups in the front of the metal sheet 
couldn’t even come close to holding her burgeoning bust, and hints of 
compressed breast were now visible at both the tops and sides of the 
breastplate, which was now leaning a good five inches into the straining leather 
straps. 

Somehow, despite the additional weight and distraction of her swelling 
breasts, she was continuing to fight, hands and feet and body moving in a 
delicately powerful dance that, while lacking in the power a man might have 
brought to battle, showed amazing agility and grace - and lightening speed 
that he was forced to admit was nigh-well phenomenal. 














er breasts grew... and still she fought. The wizard had no idea that 
e directly related. Even as she was forced to compensate more an 
ne firm weight of her contained breasts, the humiliation of what 
eing done to her moved Amanita to new levels of anger and 
ermination, pushing past all distractions as best she could. 

It wasn't easy - and getting steadily harder. The larger her breasts grew, 
the more sensitive flesh there was - and less space for it to be. Though the firm 
new flesh billowing forward from her chest in disturbingly sensitive mounds 
felt as firm as the ripe watermelons her breasts now resembled, in truth d 











ere simply mortal flesh, and it should have been uncontested as to what woul 
n, her firm-yet-soft flesh, or the breastplate of obstinate steel... 

..but here the bias against women once more raised itself, in an 
pected form. For the good gold she’d paid him, the blacksmith had been 
ng to create the silly breastplate - but that didn’t mean he was putting his 
best effort into it. The steel was steel, and while perhaps thinner in spots than 
it should have been, it was still unyielding to simple flesh. But the leather straps, 
made from material taken from his discard pile of scraps, weren't nearly up to 
the challenge of containing her growing globes. 

Simultaneously, with matching “pop’s, the two upper straps that 
connected the breastplate to the shoulder-plates gave way under the pressure 
of her new bust. It happened in an instant when the wizard had successfully 
parried a string of blows, then swung a rapid strike of his own before 
disengaging. Amanita’s sword was in low parry, her legs slightly spread as she 
awaited the next attack. Thus, she had a scant second’s worth of safe grace to 
react to the breastplate being driven from her body by the force of her swelling 
bust. 

React she did. “Oh, Ye Gods...!” she cried, lifting her face to the sky.” 
“That feels... good!” It did indeed. The pressure that had been causing the 
growing pain vanished, to be replaced by the bounce and sway of her new 
breasts as they all-but-leapt forward on her chest, thrusting firmly outward 
after their confinement. Large, firm and ripe, they refused to sag as they jiggled 
and wiggled their way into their firmly out-thrust “natural” shape, straining 
both her white linen blouse... 

..and her precarious balance. Even as she gasped at the unexpected 
pleasure her breasts were causing, the heavy weight and soft movement within 
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se, and the fact that the unconfined new breasts thrust so far 
m their previously confined position on her ribcage, so far forward 
1 on her center-of-balance, caused her to sway for a fraction of a 
are... 
..and in that instant, the wizard stepped forward and placed the tip of 
his sword against the long, pale curve of her exposed throat. “Do you yield?” he 
asked, the point of his blade dimpling the blonde’s fair skin. 
Amanita considered her position - and her still-swelling bust. Risking a 






| 
cut, she bent her neck to look down at the breasts that were still seem 












ttward from her ribcage, gaining mass and volume at a steady rate. “I... see 
nave little choice,” she said, lowering her sword. 

“Good,” the wizard said, sheathing his own blade - and baring another, 
s he opened the front of his robes to reveal a manhood remarkable in both 
ength and girth - even though still mostly flaccid. “You know what it takes to 
p the growth - so | suggest you get started before you topple over.» Eyes 
wncast, Amanita slowly sheathed her sword, her hand quivering as she slid 
the slender blade home. Still refusing to meet the Dark Wizard’s eyes, her face 
a frozen mask, she slowly sank to her knees in front of the wizard, her breathing 
slow and shallow. “Oh, my — a woman willing to use her mouth,” the wizard 
said dryly. “Is this to ensure you won't become with child from the ‘evil wizard’ 
— or a personal preference...?” 

Refusing to answer, Amanita wrapped one hand around the massive 
cock, opened her lips and let her tongue slip free, lightly lapping at the thick 
head of the wizard’s massive cock. As the wizard sighed heavily in pleasure, his 
organ began to throb, slowly hardening as it slipped between her softly firm 
lips... Lips that curled into a wicked smile — an instant before she bit down. 

“Aaaarrrrggghhhhh!” 

It actually had been little more than a nip, just enough to draw blood — 
but it was a very sensitive portion of his anatomy — and since he’d been... 
distracted... he hadn't been able to make use of his magic to safeguard himself. 

“You...!” the wizard screamed, his face going red. “You lying traitor! You 
dishonorable bitch! You yielded! You...” 

“No - | didn’t,” Amanita said rising. Despite the disturbingly pleasant 
weight of her melon-like new breasts, there was a triumphant smile on her 
mildly blood-smeared lips. Standing tall, she planted her hands on her hips. “I 


12 ‘The Quest’ by Gunslinger 








never said | yielded...” 
The wizard leveled a finger at her, angrily... then paused. Finally, a 
stunned moment, he laughed. “You're right — you didn’t,” he finally admitted 
shaking his head. “Well played, m’lady — well played!” 
Amanita’s triumphant smile altered but a fraction — all the relief she 
was willing to show, considering that the wizard hadn't blasted her into cinders, 
which she’d half expected. 
“Very well — your breasts have ceased growth,” the wizard said, 


esturing. 
She couldn't help it — she glanced down. 
They strained her linen shirt just about to the limit. Firm and round 


and set high on her chest, they were as large and as round as Morgan the Free 
Man’s prize-winning melons -except that Morgan’s melons had never sported 
the large, thick nipples who made their presence so abundantly known by the 
dimples they made in the fabric. 

Her breast were huge. Big, heavy... 

..and pleasurable. 

It was something she would have never expected — that just the very 
weight of the massive breasts hanging from her chest, shifting slightly with 
every breath so that her engorged nipples brushed against the taut fabric, could 
feel so good. Even though she was, technically, standing still, there were about 
a dozen different small muscular movements going on, just to maintain her 
balance — and every one of those movements caused her new endowments to 
jiggle, shimmy and shake. 

Pleasantly. 

Fora woman long disgusted by her inherent— and unwanted — sexuality, 
it was a disturbing realization. But that “disturbance” was nothing compared 
to what came next... 

“Well, you won,” the wizard said, making another small gesture with 
his hand, “and so you get a ‘prize.’” From the unpleasant aspect of the grin he 
gave her, Amanita felt a leaden ball form in her stomach. 

“What prize...?” she asked, hesitantly. 

“Why — the proof that you defeated me!” he exclaimed, cheerfully, 
swooping down to pick up her shiny breastplate and handing it to her. “Just 
look!” She glanced quickly in the mirror-like finish of her now badly undersized 
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nd then did a double-take. 
t the...?” she cried, eyes wide as her finger trembled and she 
ip to touch her lips. They were now a bright, glossy, blood red in color. 
“Your proof that you beat me... and that you'll willingly suck a man’s 
cock!” he said, laughing. “One sight of those lips, and men will know that you're 
an eager cock-sucker!” 

“No... No I’m not...!” Amanita declared hotly, instinctively... and falsely, 
for even as she denied it, the image of a big, hard cock filling her mouth filled 
her mind — and she shivered with a horribly wonderful unwanted pleasure — 









e mere thought. 

“Oh, yes — you are...” the wizard chuckled. “Nothing in the whole world 
es you more pleasure. What a wonderful prize, eh? All the wonderful pleasure 
ucan handle -and | assure you, you can handle a lot...” At the horrified, lustful 
ession on her face, the dark wizard laughed — and then, in a puff of dark 
smoke, vanished. 

For several seconds, Amanita simply stood in horrified realization, her 
mind unwillingly filled with desire for her new hunger... while her hands, almost 
of their own volition, slowly rose to fondle her huge, wonderfully sensitive new 
breasts. 


Her crystalline eyes were wide, and her heart was beating in her chest 
like the fluttering wings of a panicked bird. Genette pulled her forest-green 
cloak tighter around her body and shivered under the hopefully concealing 
leaves of the bush. 

As she shivered in fear, she fought to keep a low whimper of panic from 
escaping from her tightened throat. Her slender hand, feeling as cold as ice, 
wrapped tight enough around the haft of her wand to turn her knuckles white 
— but she drew no hope of comfort from the wand, knowing full well that it 
was no protection, physically or magically. 

She shouldn’t be here. 

She was just a hearth witch. Just a...a woman, and all she really wanted 
was aman, a real man. All she wanted was Leyland Broadshoulders — and it 
wasn't fair that she had to be here to get what she needed for the love spell 
that would win him for her. It just wasn't fair. 

Not fair at all... 
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“Yes — it’s not fair at all...” 
Genette’s naturally pale face went even whiter as she jammed a knu 
between her teeth to keep herself from screaming at the slightly mocking voi 
that spoke from just outside her supposed hiding place. Trembling violently, 
she stared at the hem of a long, black cloak that flowed around a pair of leather 
boots. 
“Come on out, Genette,” the voice said, only a hint of a humorously 
mocking tone marring the warm concern the voice was mimicking. “Come on 
out, hearth witch, and let me help you.” Genette tried to stop herself, but she 
oul help it- she whimpered, verifying to her hunter that his quarry lay at 
nis feet. No gasp of surprise occurred, no shifting of the feet she stared at in 
wide-eyed fear — as if he hadn’t needed that confirmation, as if he’d known 
exactly where she was at all times. “Come on out, my sweet little hearth witch,” 
the dark-clad man said, palpable waves of mystical energy rolling off of him. “I 
assure you, | mean to cause you no pain. Indeed — | intend to help you cast that 
love-spell, by giving you some of my own power to achieve it.” 

She gasped — because what she felt in the mystical waves of energy 
was nothing but the truth. Perhaps it could have been the strength of his own 
magic, greater than her own, allowing him to mask a lie in the guise of truth — 
but it wasn’t an undifferentiated truth. But though he was telling the truth, it 
wasn’t the whole truth — and the mixed texture of the feeling either meant 
that he wasn’t masking his mystical energy... or that he was so incredibly 
powerful that he was capable of creating such a realistic “mask” over his 
mystical emotions. 

Either way- she was completely outclassed. “O... Okay...” she stammered, 
slowly shimmying out of her erstwhile hiding place. “I... I’m coming out...” Her 
hands still tightly clenched around her severely overmatched wand, she slowly 
pulled herself upright. Her eyes took in the fact that the handsome man she 
faced managed to give off that level of power without the focusing effect of a 
wand or icon, and her heart became a rock in her chest. “Please...” she 
whimpered, weakly, “Don’t... don’t hurt me.” 

“Come now!” the dark wizard said, laughing. “I’m not going to cause 
you any pain! | promised you!” 

“What... what are you going to do...?” she asked, tremulously, not sure if 
she wanted to hear the answer or not. 
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— l'm going to help you!” the wizard said, with a chuckle that 
re worrisome than reassuring. “I’m going to give you some of my 
at you may attract men!” 
She didn’t like the way he phrased that — especially since it sounded 
ore like a threat than an offer. “Well, | just need a couple more roots and 
herbs for the spell...” she tried, trembling. 

“Now, now...” he chided her. “All that for one spell — and what if it turns 
out that the man you use it on isn’t the one you want, after all? No, you need 
something you can use more often — frequently, if necessary...” 

“Well, |...” Genette tried to beg off, heart pounding. “What... What if pn 

t, uh, use the wand...?” she hefted the wand in a display. 

“But what if you should lose it?” he asked, ostensibly reasonable. 
“Should | waste some of my power charging something that might be 
, Or taken from you? No, | think not —| think my magic must be inimical to 

yu.” 
“No -that’s not necessary...” Genette said, almost begging now. 
“Oh, I’m happy to do it!” the wizard declared, with a wicked grin. “I know 
just where to store all this new mystical energy, as well!” With that, he made a 
mystical gesture with one hand... and Genette gasped as a disturbingly warm, 
pleasant sensation began to buildin her chest. “Better give youa lot!” the wizard 
said in a confiding voice. “Just to make sure, you know...” 

“No... Wait...” Genette begged — as her chest began to bulge outwards, a 
pleasant sensation increasing apace with the growing weight and heft of the 
firmly soft flesh building from her ribcage. 

Her breasts had been of average size, if slightly firmer than most — and 
she'd been proud of them, in both size and shape. Now, as they rapidly billowed 
outwards, the expanding flesh became taut over the highly sensitive cells 
beneath that continued forming asteadily more spherical shape. She felt horror 
and disgust flood through her at what was happening to her “perfect” bust. 

But even more horrifying was the fact that those negative emotions 
were being eclipsed by the powerful sensations of pleasure and excitement 
that were winding through her as her bust bulged outwards, growing heavier- 
yet-firmer with every passing second. 

“Oh... Please...” she gasped, unconsciously thrusting her shoulders back 
as her breasts continued swelling pleasurably. “Please.. l... It.. feels so good...” It 
was supposed to be a complaint, a statement that she didn’t want her breasts 
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n less to be forced to feel high levels of physical and emotional 
er tits swelled outwards in size and spherical shape - but it came 
ing more like she was begging it to continue. Whether or not the 
d understood her true meaning, it didn’t matter — for her breasts 
continued to swell. 

“Oh... |...” she gasped, moaning, as pleasure continued to thunder 
through her — pleasure so intense that her womanhood began growing moist 
and warm. “l.. feel.. wonderful.” This time, there was no meaning whatsoever — 
it was simply a thoughtless, unplanned sound to match the growing ._ n 












pleasure that was growing as fast as her bulging bust. 

She dropped her wand. She wasn’t even aware of it —she simply let it 
[from her hand. After all—she needed her hands free. Her right hand needed 
O be free to slide down and lightly begin applying pressure against the growing 
lamp spot at her crotch... and she needed her left to knead. To kneed and 
squeeze the firm, round, high-set breasts that now thrust so wonderfully from 
her ribcage, highly sensitive and charged with wonderfully erotic pleasure. “Oh, 
yes...” she moaned, not even aware of it anymore, as her entire body thrummed 
and vibrated with pleasure. “Oh, more.. more...” 

“More...?” the wizard asked, mockingly. 

“Yes...!” she begged, literally squirming in wonderful desire, her body 
now thrumming with a wonderfully desperate need for a man -any man. 

Every nerve ending in her body cried out for the pleasure of a man’s 
touch -but none more than those of the still-swelling breasts, breasts she would 
have thought grotesquely over-sized before, but that she now only wanted 
bigger, firmer — and more wonderfully sensitive. “More, more, more...!” 

“Hmmm...” the dark wizard muttered, with a chuckle. “Maybe | should 
have warned you that the power I’ve given you, to stir any man’s hormones to 
intense new levels, also does the same to yourself...” She didn’t care. Nothing 
mattered to her any more except her wonderfully teasing, intensely pleasurable 
desperation — a desperation to have a man pleasure her. 

Without any real thought, Gennete simply tapped into the new power 
that filled her body. Even as the massive, pumpkin-sized breasts now thrust so 
roundly from her chest finally finished growing, she reached down into the 
mystical power that filled her firm, highly-sensitive breasts, and sent a powerful 
blast of pure sexual energy towards the wizard. 

He shrugged it aside easily with a wave of his hand. “Sorry — you can’t 
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affect me,” the wizard said, shrugging. “lve learned my lesson from your fr 
l'm not letting you get close to me.” 

“Please,” she gasped, both hands now working her massive new breasts 
her eager manipulation of her sensitive breast-flesh causing her already torn 
shirt to shred further, exposing more of her huge, round tits. 

“Please —| need a man. | need to be... to be fucked!” She shouted it out, 
desperately but proudly, no trace of the shame the “old her” would have revealed 
at such a demand. Then again, it wasn’t surprising. After all, with the level of 
hormones flooding her system, Genette was “drunk” on them. Her mind and 
mood were altered with as much strength and effect as if she had consumed a 


dozen flagons of the strongest Dwarfish ale — and it was a permanent effect. 

Well — nearly permanent. After all, each time she managed to satisfy 
that literally overwhelming desire, that satisfaction would provide some relief, 
and her “real self” would re-surface, able to see what she’d done... until the 
steadily growing desire once more overwhelmed her. 

“| think you'll find the satisfaction you need in that direction,” the wizard 
said, pointing the way back towards town. 

“Yes...” she gasped, kneading and massaging her incredibly firm, 
spherical tits. “Satisfaction...” She turned, and began to walk away... then 
stopped, her eye catching the sight of the wand she'd dropped. The wand that, 
especially to her mind, had a very phallic-like handle. Balancing against the 
increased weight of her wonderfully massive new breasts, she swooped down 
and grabbed the wand — and even as she eagerly wiggled and jiggled her way 
towards town, she began undoing the belt that held her now-sopping pants in 
place over her hot, eager womanhood. 

She didn’t even notice the “useless” wizard disappearing from view in a 
puff of smoke... 


Short dagger lodged in a death-grip in her slender hand, Trileena crept 
steadily closer to the edge of the Darkling Woods, her amber eyes trying the 
impossible task of looking everywhere at once — including directly behind her. 
“| knew this was a bad idea,” she muttered to herself, drawing steadily closer to 
the edge of the accursed woods. “I’m a bard, not a warrior.” 

“Really?” a voice asked behind her, with a chuckle. She leapt three feet 
straight up -somehow managing to spin around in mid-air, so that she landed 
facing the slender man in the dark robes. “You certainly seem limber enough 
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ess,” the wizard finished. “Perhaps you'd like to prove your martial 
ur friend Amanita did.” 


“Oh, don’t let the fact that | fought a mundane battle to a bloody end 
hat your friend wasn’t too happy about discourage you,” the wizard said, 
grinning. “So - shall we fight, my limber lady?” 

“No!” Trileena said, quickly dropping the dagger. “Uh... I'm not a 
huntress...” 

“Oh?” The wizard said, tsk’ing. “What a shame to waste such a limber | 

kill. Perhaps we can find another good use for all that lithe ability.” ~ 
“Wait, |...!” Trileena tried to protest... 
..when, with a gesture of one hand, the wizard caused music to swell 
om the woods itself, an ethereal band playing unearthly music from an unseen 
urce. It was bright, cheerful music — but, nevertheless, Trileena felt a shiver 
fear run down her back at what the otherwise innocuous music might mean. 
She had great reason to do so. With another gesture of his hand, the 
dark wizard, sent more mystical energy streaming through the ether -and this 
time, it was aimed directly at the Elf. 

Suddenly, a compulsion gripped Trileena -and she found herself begin 
to move. Move in a steady, sensual rhythm, matching the rhythm of the music 
—in a lithe, limber, sexual pattern, her hands and body and legs swaying and 
shimmering in a way that could only be described as “erotic.” 

“What...?” she gasped, stunned, as her body began to sway and dance. 
It wasn’t as if her body was disobeying her mind -for it was her mind that was 
generating the orders for her body to move. 

Her mind—which was filled with a compulsion. Aneed—a need to dance. 
To dance as sensuously as possible, as sexily and seductively as she could make 
herself move. Sensuously and seductively — to match her inner sensations, her 
sudden sensual sensations... sensations that were caused by the warm pleasure 
that had begun to thrum through her body. Pleasure caused by the fact that all 
her inhibitions had suddenly been released. 

For so long, she had longed to be famous, to be held in awe for some 
skill—but because she hadn't had enough skill to compete in her own profession, 
she’d searched for some sort of short-cut, some “gimmick” to give her an edge... 

..that she could bring herself to do. 
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Thanks to the fact that her inhibitions had evaporated, her o 
internally generated compulsion to do anything it took to win fame and fortu 
took over —in a form that she knew she could excel in. Seducing men. Her bod 
moved — because she willed it to. “Oh.. yes...” she gasped, pleasure filling her. 

But it was emotional and intellectual pleasure, at knowing that she 
could finally find the fame and fortune she'd so long desired. 

“Such greed...” The wizard chuckled. “Your friends had their own desires 
| could play with — but none so stark, and so easy, as your own. | didn’t even 
have to break down your resistance by picking something as embarrassing as 
revealing their own hidden desire to be more... “buxom...” 

“Ummm...” she moaned, her body twirling and swaying seductively to | 
the music. “You... made their breasts.. bigger?” She asked, gasping through the | 
pleasure as her own hands wandered across the barely-clad body in wonderfully 
sensual self-pleasuring moves. 

“Yes...” the wizard agreed, blinking. 

“Make mine.. bigger...” 
she gasped, twirling into a slow 
sink to her knees, her hips 
bucking in a purely sexual 
manner. “Bigger than any other 
dancer, big enough to.. to make 
me famous.” 

The wizard blinked again 
— then grinned. “Certainly, 
milady...” he said, waving his 
hand. 

Trileena gasped as her 
chest thrust rapidly outward... 
gasped in pleasure. “Yes!” she 
cried, staring down at her 
swelling bust in wondrous 
excitement. “Yes, bigger...!” 

Laughing, the wizard 
complied, using his magic to 
cause her tits to swell ever 
larger — while, with a 
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s he hadn't displayed to the other two women, he also had the 
g her metal breast-protectors in place to expand as well. Her 
mained “covered” — by small metal disks that, in proportion, grew 
adily smaller on her burgeoning bust line. 

Oh!” She exclaimed, gasping again... Again, in surprised pleasure. 
“More!” she cried, shimmying her way back to her feet and swirling into 
an ass-thrusting move as her hands traced the taut muscles of her thighs. | 
“Make them bigger!” 


“If you insist...” the wizard said, a bit surprised by just wed 








erwhelmingly this elf’s desire for fame and fortune was. Her breasts bulge 
ain, now bigger than even the finest blue-ribbon-winning pumpkin. Huge 
1 firm and round, each massive breast was twice the size of the slender 
an’s head, capped by a huge, thick nipple that was barely covered by the 
etal disk straining at the end of the chains holding it in place. 

“Yes, yes, yes...!” Trileena screamed in pleasure. Pesky things like morals 
or shame no longer bothering her. “I’m more than just a dancer! |’m.... exotic! 
An exotic dancer!” 

And she reached up and released the clasps on the chains... 


..letting the purely decorative “armor” burst free from the strain under 
which it had labored. 

The eagerly panting crowd of men - larger each and every day in the 
week since she’d returned from her adventure, and showing no signs of slowing 
-cheered and applauded as her massive new breasts jiggled and swayed, freed 
of their constraint. Something that couldn’t be said of the bulges in each man’s 
crotch — but could be said about the purses hanging from their belts, as each 
man threw golden and silver coins at the swirling Elf’s feet, each striving to 
gain the dancer’s favor -in hope of tasting the dancer’s favors later that evening. 

Trileena ate it all up. Swirling, whirling, wiggling and jiggling, she looked 
out over the crowd that filled the tavern. Though she was the queen of her 
world, not all the men thronging the room were there to watch her wondrously 
top-heavy figure gyrate about on the stage, more’s the pity. 

Some of the men were... “distracted.” Some were gathered around the 
far corner of the bar, not-so-patiently awaiting their turn at the erstwhile “bar- 
maid” who spent more time on her knees taking fluid than on her feet taking 
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orders. Not that any of the patrons complained, of course. 

Others were busy trying to “convince” the flaxen-haired hearth- 
in the center of the room. Though she was trying to break free of the cro 
protesting, her protests were losing steam, and it wouldn't be long before she 
was overwhelmed by her own need — and the men surrounding her were each 
eagerly hoping it would be themselves that was chosen. 

Still, the majority of the patrons were bellied up to the stage, watching 
Trileena jiggle and sway sensuously — and that’s the way she liked it. Even as 
she swirled and whirled her way towards her finale, she couldn't help but giggle 

a simple truth -a truth Genette and Amanita found less-thsn-amusing. 

They'd succeeded. 

After all—not only was their fame spreading far-and-wide, an expanding 
story reaching further every day, but they’d achieved their ultimate stated goal. 

Not only were men now willing to let women go on quests — they were 
practically begging them to. Laughing aloud at the irony of it all, Trileena swirled 
her way through her finale — which ended with the finger of her outstretched 
hand pointing at the handsome man she'd chosen to be her lucky escort back 
up to her dressing room. 

First things first, however -with her huge, sweat-slicked bosom heaving 
with the energy with which she danced, the famous Elf dropped to her knees 
and began to gather the gold and silver coins that the wonderfully huge tits 
the wizard had given her had earned her. 

And, for most of the people in the tavern, life was good. 


THE END 


23 





